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| fashion of college girls—then, | say
looking over photographs ceases to e
commonplice,

Betty hal no end of pleasant storie:
to tell'of the college life; of its ool
times and disappointments; of the day:
when she visited the great city und
walbed througli the busy steeets which
Aunat [lepry bl never seen; of the
concert when DBetty had been show-
ered with roses by her enthusinstie
classmates, anl how some of the roses

wore uo lurre aeross as o saacer, and
sovawee by of the days when she workol
so busily to relfashion the three sea-
Coll haw or gowns into dainty
lections Bkt be worn by the side
of the gay headizear of her compan-
ivag, Lhe liveld over arain all her
pleasant eollegre dags, her freshman
L apes,  kophomore  ambitions  and
junior trinmphs,  She Lronght oas
one's lwgo and mode Aunt Hetiy's
i fnce shine with youthful delight os
b2 pans the Lvely boating songs ands
| rollicking tuncs beloved ol collerd
ciels gl mey or Aunt Hotty Ia::.il
zen o Lvals el too, i her day. and
Loved vy times,  She would always
be alivkle payer in spivit, o little less
likely W sit down in ler old brown.
worn room and think of her Lereave-
ments, than she had been: and once |
in awhile, out in the little orehard !
where not even the hired wman conld
hear her, or by the winter heart)
when the wise cat was asleep, she
would hum to herself, with great sat-
isfuction, some of these college airs,
They had a pretty luncheon of boull-
lon, lettuce sandwiclies, fresh eg
berries, and a pgreat golden custar.d
pie, Aunt Hetty’sspecial delight. Thon
Betty's deft fingers attacked the time-
worn blick bonnet, to malke it look a
little more “like folks,” as its owner
expressed it; dnd if o particular plece
of black ribbon which was to have
made a smart bow on her own little
turban “made sunshine in a shady
place," so to hpt'l‘lk. on the dreary wiste
of that ancient picee of head-gear, 1
think that nonme of Betty's friends
missed it, beeanse under the turban
was a face that made yon forget what
was above it
| "Whuuui\‘u'i himselt with his nlms, feed:
Aree,—
Ilimself, his hungering nelghbor, and me."
y —lielen M. North, in Demorest's Mag-
azine,

Queer Guests.

Lady Morgan records in her “Diary"”
that while dining at the palace of the
urchbishop of Taranto she met with
guests whose presence would  have
been more huumning to the playroom
of a boy than to the dining room of un |
Italian prelate.  Between the first mul
saeond conrses the door opened, and sev-
eral enormously large and beautiful
cats were introdaced by the names of
Pantaleone, Desdemona, Otello, ete.
They took their places on chairs near |

! the table, and were as silent,as motion- |
less, as well behaved as one coull de-
sive.  On the bishop reguesting one of |
the chaplains to nssist Signora Desde-
mona to sometling, the butler steppad |
up Lo his lorlship und observed: **Des-
demona will prefer walting for the
roasts. " —Youtli's Campanion,

HOW | LOVE HER

How Iluve her ponge may say

I what sweot sl vevicd way—
Loving Los 1l woy aid that;

Thow a pllibol on e Lt —

Fur hot soft cleal’s ¢ rimson dyes—
For o wrlels of her blue cyes!

How I loye hor no e muy suy,

Youl love oy ail the day !

Iow I love her gone moy know,
Who e vy why roses grow?

Liow, whepe'or It breathes and blows,
Sl the vourh wind loyes the rose®
For ey lips, so hohey sweot,

T'or the 12 of hor feet—

Who shall wll iy Lvedeelare?

YouT love hee all the year!

How Ilovo hor none moy soay;

In the wintor, in the Moy~

In all sessons. diric oe brlght,

Lave by duy san llove by night!

For her glunes. hor smlle; the mere
Presenee of her thore and here!

In my sighing. inmy song.

St I love herall fife long!

—I Li Stanton., In Atlaata Constitution

i

THE VLW ‘lUi K ALPS.

A Now Jersey Mau's View of the
City in 1920

It was o sultey morning in Angzust,
1020; hayving an idlesday in New Yorl,
I had inveigled a fricnd into showing
me its marvelous siglits,

*1 hope you've bronght anovercoat,"
he said, to my amazement, as we
started oute “Youo will need it," he-
wlded, moping his forehead. As he

I found mysell instinetively looking
up for the memories, Just then a ped-
dier nccosted us.

“Loo'ting for your ald homestead?"
ligns.ed, “lire one of my fine tele-
peapes.”

My eompunion drow himsolf ap stiff-
L. My family were first settlers, and
our windows can be seen with  the
nased eve, You ses, iy father,” he
continuod tome, “owneld a vory valua-
ble layer of air three handred anl
{I tv foct nbove the building., I was
ot 6l ¢ nongh then to pdvise Iim, 5o
lies '-dl out: Dut it wos o mistake.
Noaw Yorl aire iz petting more valuable
evoery duy.”

I thought it o kindness to check
unhappy  cominiscencss, so I swid:
it how ecan the memory of such a
cooped-np life be grateful? What fun,
for instance, can o boy have in such a
plige?!

<O, it was possible in those days to
rageh the sidewalle darving the course
of & morning, and there we played
lilte rowdivs, To be sure, we were
| erumpod in many ways.  We were like
the dlephant in the conundrum—we
couldn’telimb a tree; then the rules of

| the flat admitte] no domestic animals

spoke we turned into o narrow stroet |

running  norith and Ssouth., lere

breeze struck oar fuces as eool as if it
blew from the ferny depths of o can-
yon. The light was twilight, ond

looking up 1 saw that we were walled |

in by gigantie buillings. Far above,
between their black sides, ran a silver
ribbon of sloy.

“We are now entering the range of
the New York Alps,” he exclaimed.

Bt whot is the reasen for thissnd-
den choange in the weather?” 1 ashed,
fearing to contrdact pneumaonia bufors
[ vould button my cont.

“Why, the sun wvises at cleven and
sets ab two in this steset. It is ealled
Crevasse alley, This bailding on the
right is Jungirau, the other Jugger
naitl,  Hoth are snow-capped.” le
then began to stare 53 hoaed at Jung-
fran thot I thought he musy be trying

| todiscover o mortgage on it, but one

elunee at his face assured me that |
was wrong. e woas weeping.  *“That
is my old homestead,” he sighed,

| looked ut him amzzed. “What a

| perfectiy eaormouns family there must

have boen!™

“Only three children,” he réplied,
puzzled at my surprise;. “0h, 1 seo,”
he Linghed; “you thought we oceupicd

"

| the whaole hml.tm,. No, indead; there

were forty-live other families auder
the same roof. My homestead is the
two extreme northeast windows of the
tenth lloor. See, ond of them hos o
jur of milk on it." Then followed an
R.’|i.)|]11i_'ll.L silence which 1 dared not

[ reals. 1 tell you, Tom,” he at length

vontinued, “it stirs all the poctey |

[ my boingto see my old homo again,

What fond memories eling to that win-

How!™

—ncither dogs, chickens nor horses.”

“That was hard.”

*Yes; stili I love the old spot.”

As we talked we threaded our way
through Ravine street ..uul(rul]r_?y WiLY,
always in the coolshadow of buildings
wiose topswere lost in the clonds, [
wis thinking the while of the sweet,
ille fields of my New Jersey farm, and
I ashieds s theve not ground enough,
that perople shonld take to building
cittles in the air?”

“Is it posgible, mon, that you do not
naderstand the wonderful advantage
of those bolldings!

“Prankly, no; and, morcover, l've
bosn racking my braln (o discover why
thoy are painted in stripes.”

“The partionlar huilling before you
is ealled the Refrigerator,” he ex-
plained,  “And those stripes are the
tiothermal lines representing its sum-
v climata—rod Leing torrid; freen,
tomporate; white, appronching aretic.
Well, I'd no idea you knew so little of
tha world; you must have been living
in New Jerseg.”  Then, seeing my
confusion, he said: I that case yon
neel o chanze of air. Lot us aseend
the Hefrizerator. 1t only takes a day
and o Lall”

“Adoy and a half!" T gasped. “And
you sleep in the clevator?”

“Why, yes. There are Pullman
slespers attaehed. Dut don't say ele-
vittors, mnn;  that's old American.
ihoy're ealled translators now. Come,
s sweitoring here, and onee there
wa'll have peaches for tea and tobog-
ran slides aflter, 1 konow some de-
lizhtiul people, too—the fivst families
of the Relr rerator, who elalin to have
e up it Lhe fiest translator.™

ae plasywaes allaring, Tagreed, and
inan honswe wera on hoard the traos-
lutor, sp eding dowarl,

Thy et atations were hot, nolsy
glamy, aalas D am rich and poverty
doys moe. I opaid no attention to
L LE graw mory Interssting ia




